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from the miraculous spring of Zem-Zem in Mecca. The
fountain of Zem-Zem, like the Kaaba, with its black
stone, was holy to the ancient idolatrous Arabs many
centuries before Mecca became the sacred city of Islam.
I found that the Yezidees regarded both fire and water
as sacred elements.
I would have given a month of my life to explore
those caverns completely, and shall always wonder what
I might have found around the angles of the rocks—what
other chambers, what altars, what relics of ancient or
modern sacrifice. I have since had nightmare dreams of
wading ankle-deep through the water at the foot of the
stairs, of turning a corner and, beneath a great vault like
a cathedral, coming upon a dreadful red, fiery altar
—but actually there and wide awake, the only thing
which made me believe there might possibly be an altar
of some sort in the cavern was the fact that there was no
sign of one, or even an emplacement for an altar, in the
temple above,
Hamdi was of the firm opinion that rites of some sort
were still practiced there—but it was only an opinion.
We saw nothing actually to confirm it.
Another mystery was the fluted cone-shaped tower,
with its light-flashing pinnacle, on the mountain above,
which we went to see after we had climbed up from the
crypt and emerged from the temple.
It rose from the flat roof of a big vault of whitewashed
masonry, so that the roof made a wide platform around
the tower's base. The tower itself was likewise of white-
washed stone, and the glistening peak which cast fiery
rays of light in all directions was a highly polished ball
of burnished gold or brass. When the sun was over-

